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| want you to hurt me... 


Author's Notes: 
Okay so if you can picture Maynard James Keenan when his hair was still at waist length and Trent Reznor 
when his hair is a shoulder and when he\'s still quite thin. 


Maynard James Keenan stood at the side of the stage, 
where he watched Nine inch nails perform "Suck". He 
had been standing there since he had got off the stage 
after opening the show, he watched the crowd 
impatiently wait for Nine Inch Nails, more over Trent, 
their breath bated. He observed how every word that 
fell between Trent's lips, was devoured by the crowds 
ears. Every motion, every action was captured by 
theirs eyes and secreted in their minds, so it would 
stay with them for years. Maynard watched them perform 
till the end of the set. 


"You've been a great crowd." Trent declared into the 


microphone, "Didn't think anyone really cared anymore." 
The arena erupted with the almost deafening sound of cheers, whistling and chanting. 


"Great performance.’ Maynard addressed to Trent as he 
passed him. 


"Thanks." Trent replied as he headed towards his dressing room. 


Trent had his own private dressing room, as much as he 
liked his band members he always liked his alone time 
after a show. Trent gripped the hem of his vest with 
his black latex gloved hands, tearing the mesh off 

his wet torso and over his head. He descended 

his sweat drenched body into the two seater brown 
leather sofa, which lay against dark crimson wall. He 
stared at the ceiling above him, in an attempt to 

catch his breath. His attention was soon drawn to the 
dressing room door, he watched as the silver handle 
descended, the door then opened. A figure appeared one 
hand rested on the black door frame and the other 
still gripping the handle. It was Maynard. 


'Hey" Trent said, a little confused to why Maynard was at his dressing room door. 
"Some of us are going back to Billy's room" Maynard told Trent 

"For what?" Trent asked 

"| don't know, waste time | guess” 


"lim kind of tired, | think | just want to get some 
sleep." Trent replied still staring at the cracked ceiling. 


"Okay, well if you change your mind” 


Maynard closed the door shutting the bright lights of 
the hall out of the dim lit room. 


Back at the hotel melodic sounds escaped the speakers 
that lay on the wooden cabinet in Billy's hotel room. 


Sombre and exultant conversation bounced of the fours 
walls and intertwined with the melody, making fine 
music. The atmosphere was clear and high, but 

some thing was still plaguing Maynard's mind. He 
excused himself and made his way out 

of the room. He wandered the hall way till he came to 
a particular door, Trent's door. He noticed that it 
slightly open. He entered, careful not to make his 
presence known. The room was unlit, the only source of 
light came from the bathroom and the moon light that 
broke through the night sky to set the bed ablaze with 
white light. Maynard turned into the bathroom, he 
stood against the door frame. The image before him was 
like ecstasy for his eyes. His eyes met the back of 
Trent's body, damp with water, glistening under the 
filament bulb above him, as he stood in front of the 
misted glass. His eyes followed Trents short stature 
from his dark damp hair, to his apple white back, to 

his pert arse enclosed in a pristine white towel. 


Maynard could felt himself getting hard, he couldn't 
bear it any longer, he was in agony. He knew that he 
had wanted Trent since he had saw him on stage earlier 
that night. He strode over to him, his feet silent 
against the grey tiles. He pressed himself close and 


hard against Trent's body. 


"Maynard what the fuck are you doing here?" Trent 


enquired, his voice laced with alarm and confusion. 


Maynard didn't reply, he slid his hands up Trent's 
inner thigh and with his right hand and clasped 
Trent's phallus, which lay hidden in a curtain of 
white. 


"Seriously what the fuck! Get the fuck out!" Trent 


exclaimed. 


Maynard paid no attention to combined letters that 
escaped Trent's mouth as he could feel that Trent was 
also getting hard. Maynard began to stroke, caress and 
tug at Trent's penis, while making circles of kisses 

on the nape and side of his neck. Maynard's hair 


lay soft on Trent's shoulders and fell to his waist. 
Trent's hands first lay dead by his sides, paralysed 
by the absurdity of it all, he could feel Maynard's 
erection pressed against his arse. But they awoke and 
made their way to Maynard's arse pushing his body 
closer to his. Maynard engulfed Trent's scent and 
taste ravenously. This wasn't enough for Maynard, he 
needed to feel Trent inside him. He let go of Trent's 


penis and feel to his knees. 


"Turn around" Maynard uttered, his voice doused in 


exasperation and want. 


Trent turned, his phallus was hard and stood ten inches 

away from his body. Maynard undid the knot that 

caused the towel to hug Trent's waist, the towel fell 

to the ground, in a heap of white. He began to gently 

stoke Trent's sack, taking one into his mouth and 

sucking it and tonguing it, then moving onto the 

next. Maynard took his tongue and traced the vein of 

the cock, from the base to the head. Trent let out a 

gasp and continued to watch Maynard's head bob in ore. 

Maynard sucked Trent's head into his mouth, placing 

his palms hard against Trent's arse. He took more 

than half of Trent into his mouth and deep into his 

throat. He pulled away slowly, leaving a trail 

of silver. Maynard took his right hand and held the base of Trent's phallus. He continued to take Trent further 
into his mouth, creating great suction and pressure with his lips and hand. Maynard then grazed his teeth ever 
so gently on the cap of the Trent's dick, opening his jaw as he glided down Trent's shaft. Trent's breathing 
turned shallow and rapid, he took handfuls of Maynard's long maroon locks into his fists, strands of brown 
became interlocked, intertwined between his fingers. Trent pushed his penis further into Maynard mouth, 
further down his throat. Maynard's grip on Trent's pale arse became tighter, he pushed his fingers harder 
into his flesh. He could feel that Trent was close, and he was. Trent thrust his phallus deep into Maynard 
mouth, he let out a deep and long groan and came in Maynard's mouth. Trent's body doubled over, so his torso 
rested against Maynard's head. Maynard swallowed Trent's cum, savouring each drop that was delivered into 


his mouth. Trent cradled Maynard's head, clawing at his hair, gripping fistfuls of maroon locks. 


"Fuck me, you give good head" Trent breathed into 
Maynard's head. 


Maynard didn't respond. Trent gathered back his breath 
that had been lost in that bathroom, picked the towel 
off the floor and tied it round his waist again. 


Maynard remained on his knees, Trent starred at him a 
little perplexed by Maynard's state. Trent made his 
way to the bedroom. He lay flat on the bed, his face 

to large window, starring at the moon as if it held 


answers to the antics that he had just part taken in. 


Maynard emerged from the bathroom, his face concealed 
by his long wavy locks. He removed the white tank that 


lay loosely on his torso. 

‘| want you, Trent, | want you to hurt me." 

Trent sat up and laughed"You want me to hurt you?" Trent replied. 
"Yes." Maynard said as he moved closer Trent. 


Trent motioned to Maynard to stand in front 
of him. 


"Are you sure you can take my pain?" Trent quizzed as 


he unbuckled Maynard's belt. 
Maynard nodded. 


"You have no idea what you've done to your self." 

Trent continued to release Maynard's trousers from his 
waist. His trousers hit the ground, the sound of loose 
change reflecting off the floor. Maynard stood over 
Trent, stationed between his taunt thighs, a bulge of 


white emerging from his boxers. 
"Take them off" Trent ordered. 


Maynard did as told. Trent took the tips of Maynard's 
wavy locks into his fists, thus forcing Maynard's head 
to lower and there lips to make contact. Maynard gazed 
at Trents face, his emerald eyes were concealed by 
his pale eyelids. Maynard glanced down to his 

partially opened lips, they were, red, supple and 

soft. He let his ravenous lips descend and connect 

with Trent's, with immense passion and lust. Maynard's 
lips clung and tore at Trent's, as if he wanted to 


consume them. The force of Maynard's embrace, 


caused Trent's body to fall, so his back lay flat 

against the white sheets. Maynard's body lay over 

Trent's, Maynard's tongue emerged from between his 

lips and descended into Trent's mouth. Massaging his 

with Trent's. Trent's hands grasped and clasped and 

Maynard's back and the hair that hung so limply from 

his head, as if he were attempting to rip his skin and 

hair off his body. Maynard pulled away from Trent's lips hard, making Trent's head leave the bed. He knelt 
over Trent, his knees between Trent's thighs. He tore the towel away from Trent's waist. Maynard began 
to kiss Trent's neck, sucking hard on his pale flesh 

causing arches of skin to leave Trent's neck. His 

kisses continued to lower over Trent's chest, then to 

his nipples. Maynard's tongue flicked at Trent's 

ripples, as Trent cradled his head in his hands. He 

bit at them, pulling Trent's nipples away from his 

torso, then enclosing them within his lips and sucking 

them into his mouth. Trent gasped and brought 

Maynard's head back up to his, and kissed him with 

fierce ferocity. The sound of their hungry lips 


connecting filled the room. 
| want you in me." Maynard breathed. 


Trent lay his palms flat against Maynard's wet torso 
and slowly pushed him away from his body. 


"Stand over there." Trent ordered as he motioned to 


the foot of the bed. 


Maynard crawled backwards to the foot of the bed, his 
hair grazing Trents brilliant ivory skin. Trent 

removed himself from the damp white sheets and made 
his way over to Maynard, and stood behind him. Trent 
took Maynard's hands into his and planted Maynard's 
palms flat on the bed. 


"Keep them here." Trent ordered 
Maynard nodded in agreement, he could feel Trent's 
hard phallus against his arse. Trent went on to his 


knees. 


"What are you doing?" Maynard asked. 


"Just a little preparation’ Trent replied, his palms 
stationed on Maynard's waist. 


"No, Trent | said | want you to hurt me." 
"Do you actually want walk tomorrow?" Trent laughed. 


"I just want you to hurt me." Maynard replied, his 
tone hushed and subdued. 


Trent got off his knees, sucked his index and middle 

fingers into his mouth, pulled them out, wet with 

saliva. He stuck these fingers into Maynard's hole and 

pushed them in and out. Trent took Maynard's hair, as 

if he were to tie it back, twisted the maroon strands and clasped his hair at the tips. Trent traced his hard, 


long phallus against Maynards cheeks and along his crack and thrust his member into Maynard. 
"Arghhh.fuck"” Maynard whimpered. 


Cradling Maynard's waist, Trent pulled himself out 

then in again, harder, deeper than before. Strands of 

black fell over Trent's face, clinging to his sweat 

drenched skin Maynard pushed his arse back into 

Trent's phallus, whimpering and moaning as he did 

so. Trent removed his hands from Maynard's waist and 

slid them slowly, tenderly up his damp shimmering 

back, to Maynard's shoulders, where Trents hands 

remained. Trent thrusted hard into Maynard, evoking 

groan to escape from both their lips. Maynard held the sheets tight in his fists, his grip increasing, 

every time Trent thrust into him. Maynard began to 

move in a way that allowed his phallus against his 

stomach, in an attempt to jerk himself off, since he couldn't move his hands. Trent noticed this and moved his 
hand from Maynard's right shoulder and began to caress his phallus. Moving his right hand up and down his 
shaft slowly, increasing the speed and pressure given by his palm . Both Maynard's and Trent's breathing was 
hoarse, shallow and rapid. Trent thrust his dick deep and hard into Maynard's arse for the final time releasing 


a long and deep moan, and came. Trent's head lay against Maynard's wet shimmering back. 


"Fuck." Trent breathed, his voice dowsed with 


exhaustion. 


Trent pulled himself out of Maynard slowly. 


"| need another shower." Trent said as he made his way 


into the bathroom. 


He let the water run for a while, allowing the right 
temperature to manifest. He peered back into the 
bedroom, to find Maynard still in the same position, 
his back arched, his palms flat on the bed, his skin 
soaked in what looked like white glitter. 


"What are you doing?" Trent asked, again confused by 
Maynard's behaviour. 


"You told me to keep them here.. My hands." Maynard 
replied his tone broken and subdued. 


"Well you can move them now." 


Maynard did as he was told, then lay flat on the 

bed, his back to the sheets.Irent returned to the 
bathroom, the water was at the temperature that he 
desired, so he stepped into the shower, closing the 
glass screen after him. Maynard moved from the 
moonlit bedroom into the, florescent lit bathroom to 
find the silhouette Trent's body still under the down 


pour of water. Maynard opened the steamed shower door. 
"Is there enough room in there for another?" Maynard quizzed. 


"Depends on what you mean by another." 


